EXTREMES MEET

gestures that claimed to wash away like a mellifluous
soap the minor worries of life, though to himself as he
bent over the telegram he allowed the commiseration
of a faint sigh. He was thinking how far away bed-
time was.

There was silence for awhile in the lazy subdued sun-
light of the big square room except for the whirr of the
electric fan and the scratching of Waterlow's quill pen,
to which at the end of ten minutes was suddenly added
the whistling of 'A Life on the Ocean Wave.'

Waterlow without looking up from his letter put out
a hand and muttered :

" Give me the ' secret' stamp."

But instead of receiving the rubber stamp which re-
freshed by a scarlet pad was to decorate his communication
with the right air of portentousness he found his hand
being clasped and warmly wrung by the pudgy hand of
his subordinate.

" God bless you, Commander W5" Crowder was
gurgling. " It's this telegram, Commander W," he ex-
plained in answer to his chief's astonished gaze at his
moist eyes and heavy blond moustache dewy with tears.
" It's my commission at last."

Then he broke down utterly and sobbed into a bandana
handkerchief as big and as bright as a flag.

"Well, you might remember that you look like an
Englishman," said Waterlow frowning, u even if you
have been growing licorice in the sun all these years."

Such demonstrative emotion always made him angry,
because he dreaded his own surrender to it one day under
the stress of a climate and scenery that with every year
strip something from the Nordic man and send him a